On the ach lamented Death of 


Wiliium Duke of Devonſhire; Lord Steward 


Z = Of the Houſehold to the late King William, and Her preſent Majeſty Queen 
be ANNE; and Head of the Confeds crate Nobility, for the reſiſting Popery * 
Z /. and Arbitary Power in the laſt Revolution ; who departed this Life in the 
= 04 64h Year of his Age, at his Houſe at . James, S, ON 1 the 18th of 
= Auguft, 1707. | 2 


o more! --» Alas, that bitter Word, N more! Bravely nog fam l ſpouſe the Cauſe + 
In ſable Grief alarms Great Britain's Shore; WW Of facred William, whom (with others) He 
W Emaſculating Sighs, and Groans around, an 5rought in to mount imperial Digniry ; 
E All People are in Floods of Sorrow drown' d, ME Twas He who wou'd not let our Foes alone, 
& Becamſe great Devonſhire now from his Bed Till he had fill'd en abdicated Throne. 
To the dark Grave by Deaths a Captive led. Thus did the Duke perform his mighty Stage, 
8 V Vhoſc argent V Vand, and brighter Arms laid With his prodigious Acts amaze the Age; 

(by, Bur full of Glory, and as fuil of Years, _... 
| (Tho! Britain, compals'd with new Floods of 7 
Teats, 7 7 


He bow'd his glorious Head to Deſtiny. 
Lament, lament, you that dare Honour love, 
74 That dare religiouſly of it approve, (great Sadly beſought on Earth his longer ſtay) 
And bluſh not to grow good, when you grow He trod his ſhining and immortal way. 
Þ. Such Mourners ſuit his Goodneſs, ſuch his State. Among theGods, thoſe Gods that dy d likeThee, | 
And you brave Souls, who for your Countries As great as cheirs, and full of Majelly 
(Good. MI Thy hizh-born, facced Duſt ſhall Tees ſecure, 
© Did wondrous Things in Fields, and ſeas of Blood, Þ Thy Monument as long as theirs endure: . 
Lament his Death whoſe Courage could inſpire. There, free from Care and Envy, thou with them 
The moſt degen'rate Heart with Sees Fire. halt have thy ſhare of dazling Diadem; 
” How rigid are the certain Laws of Fate! among their ſplendid Badges ſhall be ſet 
. Which doom, that all muſt enter Horror's Gate; ¶ Thy azure Garter, and thy Coronet, 
And how ſevere, alas, that black Decree ! Or which is nobler, thy great Name ſhall reſt | 
That would not let great Devonſhire go free: E re in the People's, and your fov'reign's Breaſt þ ws 
Which ſhews too ſoon we languiſh with Deſire, by 
& Of what we never could enough admire. 5 
: But as 'tis common for us to comeplain, 
3: Poor, wretched Mortals curſe their Stars in 
5 (vain, Þ 
E In vain they waſte their Tears for them that die, 
& Themſelves involv'd in the ſame Deſtiny ; 
No more with ſorrow let it then be ſaid, 
- Th illuſtrious, noble Devonſhire is Dead, 
Let what is ſaid of him thrice glorious be, 
An Epincion, not an Elegy. | 
+ Some Years ago diſtreſſed 4. "80 
In Tears, as dreading to become a Prey 
2 To. Popiſh Fury, and deſpotick Rage, 
But Devonſbire did ſoon our Grief aſſwage, 


Whoſe Love for Engliſh Rights, the Church, and 
(Laws, | 


1 * 


- The Epitaph. 


7 re lies the Duſt of that luſtrios Mas, 
Famous fince Popery from England ran ; 
Who for his Country durſt court griſly Death, 
And bravely ſell his ever F bene Breath : 
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Or in a word, in this cold narrow Grave 
Devon the zood, the loyal, great, aud brave, 
(Oh! frail Eſtate of ſublunary Things“) 


Lies equal here with Potentates or Kings. 
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"Londen Princed by f. Read, n near T7 free, I 707. 
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